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a passion. I saw that Nurse Wayland was trembling.
She looked all funny. Scared, you know. But not of
Stella. I had a sort of suspicion something was wrong.
Hold hard, Stella, I said. I got up. Is anything the
matter. Nurse? I asked. She gave a sort of cry and
clenched her hands. I'm afraid he's dead, she said.

LICONDA: Good Godl  How awful

COLIN: Stella gave a sort of gasp and then she went into a
dead faint.

LICONDA: Your poor mother,

COLIN: Mother was wonderful. You know when half a
dozen things happen at a time, you seem to see them all
separately and yet together. I sprang forward to help
Stella. She'd fallen on the floor with a thump. I don't
knows for a moment I was afraid the shock had killed
her. And I saw Mother sitting at the table with a
piece of toast in her hand. And she just looked at
Nurse Wayland, I don't know, as though she couldn't
understand. She was awfully white and then she began
to tremble. She never made a sound. She shrank back
into her chair and seemed all of a sudden to become an
old, old woman.

LICONDA: Why didn't the fool break it to you more gently?

COLIN: Then Mother stood up. She got hold of herself
quicker than any of us. I never knew she had such nerve.

LICONDA: She's a woman in a thousand. I knew that.

COLIN: You'd better go for Dr. Harvester, she said to me.
\WM a sudden falter^ By God, I shall never get the
sound of her voice out of my ears.
LICONDA: Hold on, old man.  It's no good you going to

pieces. Don't tell me any more if it upsets you.
COLIN: \Ptttting himself together.] No, I'm all right.  There's
nothing more to tell. Mother said, Nurse and I'll see to
Stella.  Don't you bother.   That seemed to pull Nurse
Wayland up.   She came forward and she and Mother